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moment, I remembered that little point. The biplane came to a
standstill. Shaken by the experience, I somehow managed to turn
and taxi back to the start. On my second trial the plane again
stayed on the ground, swinging to the left this time.
But now I was gaining more assurance. I£ I had to go up and
kill myself, I might as well be about it and not shilly-shally
around in circles. I gave her the gun the third time. We gathered
speed, straight into the wind, and before I knew it I was
in the air.
The moment that occurred, all my fears left me. I had not antici-
pated any trouble in taking off. The greater danger, I knew, was in
landing. Yet once I was flying and my safety was dependent solely
upon myself, I had every confidence. Flying over a ground-mark
set for the purpose, I shut off the motor and nosed down.
I had not yet acquired the "feel" of an aeroplane. The ship's
responses to the controls, too, were different from what I had ex-
pected. Evidently my instructor had kept more control in those
final lessons than I knew. I had trouble in keeping the coasting
ship on an even keel. Nevertheless, I flattened out at the right
moment and made an easy landing, but with a rocking plane. One
wing-tip brushed the ground. Men rushed across the field to me,
but the only damage was a broken strut. I hoped this wouldn't be
counted against me as a crash. The French allowed a cadet only
two training crashes. A third, and they kicked you out.
So I persevered, and within a week received my 6Uve pilot's
insignia—a silver oak wreath enclosing a single wing attached to a
star. A little later I was promoted to the grade of sergeant. Then
the American Army took over the Tours camp, under Seth Low
as commandant, and all the easy informality of French Army
discipline gave way to a rigid adherence to book and rule that left
no play for individual imagination or initiative.
It bothered the American command at Tours to discover in me
a soldier marked down on the records as an aeroplane observer yet
who was actually sitting at the controls of a training ship. There
wasn't anything in the Articles of War about that. I should have
been in an observers* training camp, but there was no such camp in
France. I imagine my case built up quite a file of perplexed letters.
Pending a decision, they permitted me to keep on flying, which I

